NIGHT

hungrily to his every other moment, and from time to
time patting with dry feverish fingers the lanky peroxided
wisps of what had long ago ceased to have much re-
semblance to human hair. At last he seemed to remember
abruptly that she was beside him and looked round at
her. She clutched eagerly at his arm. The strength of
him filled her with delicious tremors. She murmured
some provocative endearment. She snuggled close to her
master. She let him know she was his slave. It did not
elate him unduly. Women were like that. He pushed
her away. He did not require this flattery of his body.
He wanted his mind to excite her wonder. He asked
her what everybody said when he had appeared like that
in the middle of Jack's dance and then disappeared im-
mediately afterwards. Had they been frightened ? She
had not heard anybody say so. He frowned. He told
her that if she could not pay more attention to her duty
he should be compelled to finish with her at once. She
tried to coax him ; but he withdrew into a sulky abstrac-
tion. She tried to woo him with some wanton liberty,
and he threatened to pitch her out of the carriage if she
could not behave herself. He told her that for him she
was no more than a piece of dirt. Apparently this cheered
her up, for she laid her head against his arm and sighed
happily. The carriage jogged on through the moon-
parched dust.

Back in the garden of the Tip Top Major von Rangel
was still drinking champagne. The other agents had by
now all gone home to bed, their pocket-books full of notes
on his behaviour. There was nobody left except the
waiter. The Major bade him sit down at his table and
plied him with champagne. The waiter protested humbly
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